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WILLIAM AND LUCY. 


IN a fertile plain on Teivy’s banks 
s situated a small village, far removed 
rom the pomp of cities ; the inhabitants 
eas unacquainted with grandeur as 
hey are unhackneyed in vice ; satisfied 
ith the products of their native vales, 
hey seek not, want not, foreign luxu- 
ies; innocence and content are their 
irtues, and health rewards their in- 


shall your happy lover return, and cast 
his laurels at his Lucy’s feet.” The 
moment of departure arrived, the beat- 
ing dram summoned him away— 
they sighed—they wept—they part- 
ed !_— 

Depressed and lonely, Lucy strayed 
to the verdant grove that oft had been 
the walk of peace and love—but now, 
no more the verdant grove gave joy ; 





lustrywIn this happy spot dwelled 













uth they loved—he endowed wita 
very manly grace, and she adorned with 
very blooming blushing beauty. De- 
igned by nature for each other, no obsta- 
lebut want of age opposed their union. 
ntwo years theirbliss was to be crown- } 
cd by the gentle ties of matrimony ; but | 
re that time had revolved, the insults | 
fan encroaching and fortunate foe | 
aroused in British youths a British fer- | 
ours William felt the glorious flame 
glow in his veins— 

“For he had heard of battles, and long’d 
To follow to the field, some valiant chief.” 


Indignantly he scorned to waste in 


OW, 





ucy and William: from infancy to} 


the embowered seat, the murmuring 
rill, and every. pleasing scene reminded 
her of William : the plenteous field, the 
cloud capt mountain, no more: she 
viewed with pleasure ; the lark’s shrill 
matins welcomed the rising sun, un- 
listened to by her ; unheeded, the night- 
ingale at eve poured forth his plaintive 
lays; no more she joined the jocund 
throng in rural dance, or tuned her voice 
with village maids in merry song— 
without her love the world was one dark 
void. 

The corps to which William belong- 
edembarked with some regiments of 
emigrants for the coast of France; to 
revive in a deluded people, the memory 








idleness, the hours his country’s dan- 
ger and his country’s weal demanded. 
For his safety Lucy feared, but would 
not still the noble ardour by womanish 
complainings—“* Go, my love,” she 
cried ; “* to the protection of Providence 

commit you: my morning prayers, 
and evening orisons, for thee shall be 
devoted : go, my William: be firm, be 


rice 
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of an unfortunate murdered king; to 
fan into a blaze the almost smothered 
sparks of loyalty; to seat Louis the 
eighteenth upon the throne of his an- 
cestors ; to bravely conquer, or to brave- 
ly die.—They sought the host of regi- 
cides, and disdaining numbers, gave 
them battle—the trumpets clangor, and 
the loud din of arms; the shrieks of 
the wounded, and the groans of the 





able faithful, be victorious.” Painful is 
a4 this separation,” said William, “but 
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We shall soon be re-united—in triumph | 





dying, stupified reflection. ‘The republi- 
cans continually reinforced, encompas- 
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‘with wounds, the gallant William fell!) 


sed the loyal band, who, in support of 
their cause, did all that courage and va-| 
ould dictate—The myriads: 
ast prevailed, and the 
On were saturated, 
jlood of heroes—covered 


and, dying, blessed his Lucy. 

‘Too soon, alas ! the hapless maiden 
heard her lover’s tate—and maddened 
grief displaced her reason—now would 
she wander over the sea beat craggy 
rock; and now would climb the mos- 
sy mouldering walls of old Cilgairon— 
and rave respondent to the owl’s deep 
cries, and feed upon the mountain ber- 
ries, and rest her woes in the recesses 
of a gloomy cavern, whose entrance Mo- 
nach’s white foaming flood tremendous 
often dashed against. At intervals, her 
bursts of grief subsided—then would 
she wander on fair civy’s shores, a 
melancholy maniac ; and at the dawn of 
day gather the flowrets wild and 
wreath them round her temples; and, 
as to the west the sun descended, from 
her brow, she would pluck the drooping | 
garland and scatter in the stream the 
faded leaves. 

One morn she left her accustomed 
haunts to listen to the chauntings of a 
minstrel old and blind—he sung the sor- 
rows of a maid forlorn—who, from a 
lofty rock bemoaned a lover’s loss, and 
sprang into the waves—simple the tale 
—artless the tune—yet with wondrous 
force it touched the heart— My fate ! 
my fate!” sad Lucy, screamed in notes 
of frenzy, and rushed impetuous from 
the gathering crowd, and trom a tow- 
ering cliff, cailing on William’s name, 
into the Monach’s eddying waters quick 
she plunged. 

A shepherd dragged her from the 
stream, but life was gone, her soul had 
took its flight to join her William’s in 
heaven’s etherial realms—her spotless 
body was interred under ayew tree’s 
shade : sake 

“« There scattered oft the earliest of the 
year, 
By hands unseen, are showers of violets 
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The red-breast loves to build and wary, 


there, : 
And little footsteps lightly print «jm 
ground.” cl 


The sod that covers thee, fair Lucy 
is annually strewed with flowers, anj 
fragrant roses oft entwine thy grav 
—The village maids, in mournfij 
song, recite thy wretched destiny 
and damp thy grassy turf with briny 
tears. 

Sweets to the sweet, farewell. 


Note—The Teivy and Monach, are rivey u th 
in Wales—Cilgairon castle is one of the mo \, 
exensive and ancient ruins in that principy. i 
ity. ‘ 

— +o iver 
THE LOOKING-GLASS. r PS 


A tale of Former Times. 
(Continued from page 26.) p 

Next rose a ghastly chemist, six fee 
and a halt hizh, who measured fronfi | 
his head to the waistband of his pant. 
loons, one foot eleven inches (the read- 
er may guess the length of his shanks) 
he, not at all daunted by the ill succes 
of his brethren, bravely resolved to face 
it himself, with two strides he reached 
the foot of the stair case, and with thre 
more he was at the top, but being n 
much greater haste to return, fewe 
brought him back to his chair, where, 
as soon as he had seated himself, he 
afirmed, that he had seen Satan hin- 
self, either in the shape of a may-pole 
split three fourths of the way upwards, 
to make a pair of legs, or else an im- 
mense pair of tongs, but which he could 
not positively determine, as he had made 
the best of his way back again, as sooa 


as the devil appeared. 
( To be continued in our next._) 
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MODERN MANNERS. 
Behaviour at Table, Concluded. 
When you are drinking a glass “0 
wine, roll your eyes about the room 
over the brim of the glass, like a felon, 
brought up by Habeas Corpus, to 4 
judge’s chamber. , 
After you have taken a large draught, 
bring forth a loud sigh, as if yout 
breath was escaping from your body; 





ifi 








found ; 


Yor rather like an apothecary’s appre® 


AND LITERARY MISCELLANY. 
























:, when he comes on a pretended 
ss age to his master, in the midst of 
»church service, in a remote vil- 
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i has become very allowable at all 


lite tables, to wash, gargle, and other- 
se clean your mouth after meals. If. 
uhave any regard for genuine good | 
nners, be sure to improve on this | 
inciple, and hawk, groan, cough, &c. 
the water-glass, to any pitch of tone | 
u think most agreeable. 
N. B. No occasion to place your 
nd between your mouth and the re- 
iver. If taking gooseberries, eat 
e pulp, and let the skins fall into the 
ass» At gives a transparent brillian- 
, very agreeable to the persons oppo- 
e yOu. 
If you be fond of music, and have 
casion to use your handkerchief at 
edesert (more especially if you in- 
lge in snuff,) trumpet your nostrils 
loud as possible, to the overture to 
ekeli, or any other popular composi- 
ON. 
Humming a new tune, drumming) 
ith your feet, or knuckles, has a very | 
ely effect, during the desert. If you 
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ewer 
here ie contrive now and then to break a. | 
£ be canter or wine glass, the more agree- | 
9 

‘ ble. 
him- 


To loll on two chairs, when you’! 
e using your tooth pick, has a very | 


-pole 
ards, 
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preless and elegant appearance. | 
Many more graces of the table might | 
enumerated, but what is here brought | 
rward, may be sufficient for a young | 


y ginner in the practice of good man- | 
ers, 
—3 + 
MORALITY AND DEVOTION. 
fi The man of mere morality, is a’ 
; Of MMtranger to all the delicate and ‘refined | 
yom Measures of devotion. In works of be-| 
lon, @ficence and mercy, he may enjoy sa- | 


isfaction ; but it will be destitute of that 


low of affection, which enlivens the | 


tht, @eclings of one, who lifts his heart at 
our Me same time, to the Father of the uni- 
ly; @#¢rse, and considers himself as imitat- 


|| bravery? 


31 


The man again, who rests solely on 
devotion, if that devotion, opens not his 
heart to humanity, not only remains a 
stranger to the pleasures of beneficence, 
but must often undergo the. pain aris- 
ing from bad passions. 
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Beauty, riches, and the honour of men, are 
uncertain and transitory ; age or sickness des- 
troys the first, while a variety of unforseen ac- 
cidents, may in a Moment deprive us of the lat- 
ter, to day they ave ours, to-morrow another’s, 
and in the short space of twelve revolyin 
months may pass through the hands of thous 
sands—but how differen’ arethe acquirements 
of literature, once ours they are ours always, 
neither the grasp of power, nor the artifices of 
vice can deprive us of them ; age in place of dis 
minishing, adds to them ; and they alwa’s pre. 
sent to us aneverfailing fund of rational and re- 
finedamuse ment, it isthis that forms us fur soci« 
ety, and renders us capable of performing our 
incumbent duties with ease and satisfaction. 

Man is sent into the world a social creature, 
and that he may held converse with his fellow 
man is endowed with speech anda thinking 
mind.-The intellectual capacities of all men 
are equal at their birth, and it is only the 
different manner’ this mind is cultivated, 
aided by accidental circumstances that raises 
one up a JoHNSON or sinks another almost: toa 
level with the brute creation. 

Eugenius. 
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Two sailors were observed by some gentle- 
man, to be very busy in lifting an ass over the 
wall of a pound where it was confined.—On 
asking the reason, the tars with true humanity 
and character, replied, ** Why look ye master, 
we saw this animal aground, without victuals, 


he’ ye see; and so my mnesdiaite and I agreed to 


cut his cable, and give him his liberty, because 
we have known before now, what it was to be 
on short allowance.” 


$a 


A gentleman who assisted the Count de Ca- 
bra in putting on his armour before a battle, 
perceiving him tremble ; asked what could 
cause this emotion in aman of such known 
The Count answered, ‘ My flesh 
| trembles at the danger into which my soul will 
lead it.” 


—~ + oe 


‘Are my steaks ready, fellow,” bawled a 
gentleman at an eating house—* No,” replied 
the waiter, ‘‘ but I perceive your chops are.” 

——— + 

Some words in French, have no correspond- 
ent rhyme. A lady asking a Poet, a rhyme for 
coiffe (a lady’s head dress) was ats wered; “ Ma- 
dam, there is none ; for what belongs to a la. 











en- Mg God, 


dy’s head, has neither rhyme nor reason.” 
y ’ 








32 





CRAZY BELL. 


This beautiful Episode, continues THE WINTER 
MORNING, by Malachi Meldrum, Esq. from 


page 24. 


Yow ghaist, in airy winding sheet, 
Sails down the dreary vale ; 

And in the kirk yard, dark and drear, 
Pours out her waefu’ tale. 

Sair shakes the earth—the opening grave, 
The shrieking spectre draws ; 

While ho’w and fearfu’ grows her voice, 
Through a’ the ruin’d wa’s. 

It’s thee, my bonny hapless Bell!—~ 
Aft, by the midnight beam, 

I’ve seen thy gentle frantic form 
Lean o’er the fatal stream. 

O gentle Bell! the iron frost 
Canna bind up my tear ; 

Nor frae my heart, thy charms, thy fate, 
Shall age and weakness wear. 

O bonny Bell! thy youtheid morn 
Shaw’d like the op’ning flow’r ; 

Thy soul, nae purer ray frae heay'n, 
Far spread its mighty pow’r. 

The pearly tear, the beam o’ love, 
Could fill thy rowin’ ee’: 

And mony a charm kind nature gi’ed, 
Sweet angels trimm’d on thee. 

But ah! on thy sweet cheek short liv’d 
The bonny tinted rose : 

Fast fail’d thou, beam of life and love ! 
Aneath thy gather’d woes. 

Far, far awa’, the fatal sword 
Pour’d out thy father’s blood ; 

Thy brother’s limbs, the shock o’ war 
Strew’d o’er the roaring flood. 

The wae worn heart, the tear sae aft, 
Soon clos’d thy mither’s eye; 

And midnight flames thy humble cot 
Set blazing to the sky. 

I see thee shrieking through the flames ; 
I see thee dark and still ; : 

Thy hands braid spread, thy een lift up— 
‘*O bend me to thy will !” 

Na—Farewell, bonny, luckless Bell ! 
Peace in the grave be thine ! 

And whan it yields its dreary charge, 
Thy fate, ell! be mine, 


GLossary. -Ghaist, ghost—Ho’w, hollow. 
—Wa’s, walls—Canna, cannot.—Youthied, 
youthfulness.—Shaw’d, showed.—rowin, roll- 
ing.——Braid, broad.—Een, eyes. 





AMATORY STANZAS. 
To Miss A. F. M***, of this city. 
Why from my bosom bursts the sigh ? 
& Why do 1 feel this gentle flame? 
Why do I often, often try, 
But all iu yain, its cause to name ? 


THE JUVENILE PORT-FOLIO. 


i Why is the the name of Anna found 
Forever in my simple song? 
Oh! tell me, why will that lov’d sound 
Forever tremble on my tongue ? 
Could you but see my constant heart, 
And read each thought that’s written there 
’T would to your gentle breast impart 
More than my words can e’er declare, 
Ah! Anna, do you ever sigh ? 
Or ever feel a gentle flame? 
And ever, dearest Anna, try, 
But all in vain its cause to name ? 
ee Oe Te ee 
FOR THE JUVENILE PORT-FOLIO, 
(Communicated as Original.) 
LIFE—A Simile. 
Now winter with an iron hand, 
Rules o’er the desolated land. 
The plain where autumn’s fruits did grow ; 
The wintry clouds have wrapt in snow ; 
The warbling birds have ceas’d to sing, 
They mourn for the return of spring ; 
Shiv’ring on the iced spray, 
They silent sit the live long day. 
The frisking lambs that lace were seen, 
Prancing and bounding o’er the green, 
Are all day long penn’d in the fold, 
For why? because it is so cold! 
) Stern winter’s lock’d the murm/’ring rills, 
And crown’d with snow the verdant hills « 
A cheeiless prospect all around, 
The grass green turf is no where found. 
The flowers that once were wont to bloom, 
Lie buried as ’twere in the tomb ; j 
The frost has nipp’d the blooming rose, 
W hich late its beauties did expose ; 
’Tis nipp’d, ’tis wither’d, falls and dies, 
But with fresh beauty soon shall rise. 
The warbling birds again shall sing, 
For winter shall give place to spring. 
Just so with man—when death’s cold look, 
Hath frozen up life’s murm’ring brook ; 
Hath cropp’d his roses, nipp’d his bloom, 
And laid his body in the tomb ; 
Then bursting forth his soul shall wing 
Its way to everlasting spring. 
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Fuvenis 

——2+ eo 
TO A BELLE. 
While fluttering beaux around you sigh, 
And, simpering, swear their love is true ; 
Say of those eyes you robb’d the sky, 
And from Aurora stole her hue ; 
And talk of snow, and flames and darts, 
Ecstatic love, and torturing pain, 
And turtle doves, and bleeding hearts, 
And charms that might make Venus vain, 
I, lady, if I must express 
My passion, to be understood, 





| Think you no goddess—nay, confess 


I love you more as flesh and blood... 
PHILaDeLPura—Published weekly, price 
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in advance, by T. Connie, No. 22, Carter’s alley, 
opposite Mr, Girard’s Bank—W here a LETTER 
' Box is placed for literary communications, 
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